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' ■■ AN EMBER-PICTURE. 



How strange are tlie freaks of memory ! 

The lessons of life 'we forget, 
While a trifle, a trick of color, 

In the 'wonderful 'web is set,-^ « 

Set by some mordant of fancy, 

And, despite the wear and tear 
Of time or distance or trouble. 

Insists on its right to be there. 

A chance had brought us together • 
Our talk 'was of matters of course ; 

We 'were nothing, one to the other. 
But a short half-hour's resource. 

We spoke of French acting and actors, 

And their easy, natural 'way, — 
Of the 'weather, for it ■was raming 

As we drove home from the play. 

We debated the social nothings 
Men take such pains to discuss ; 

The thunderous rumors of battle 
Were silent the 'whUe for us. 

Airiyed at her door, -we left her 
With a drippingly hurried adieu. 

And our wheels'-went crunching the gra'vel 
Of the oak-dai-kened avenue. 

As 'we drove away through the shadow, 
The candle she held in the door. 

From rain-varnished tree-trunk to tree-trunk 
Flashed fainter, and flashed no more, — 



Flashed fainter and wholly faded 
Before we had passed the wood ; 

But the light of the face behind it 
Went with me and stayed for good. 

The 'vision oi scarce a moment, 
And hardly marked at the time. 

It comes tmbidden to haunt me, . 
Like a scrap of ballad-rhyme. 

Had she beauty ? Well, not what they call 
' so : 

You may And a thousand as fair. 
And yet there's her face in my memory. 

With no special right to be there. 

As I sit sometimes in the twilight. 
And call back to life in the cools 

OM: faces. ajx^-^JiOBeMud faiicies 
liOtlg buried, — good rest to their souls !— - 

Her face shines out of the embers ; 

I see her holding the hght, 
And hear the crunch of the gravel 

And the sweep of the rain that night. 

'T is a face that can never grow older. 
That never can part from its gleam ; 

'T is a gracious possession forever. 
For what is it all but a dream ? 



An Artist's Dream. 



When I reached Eenmufe's house, one 
August evening, it was rather a disappoint- 
ment to find that he and his charming Laura 
had absented themselves for twenty-four, 
hoiu-s. I had not seen them since their mar- 
riage ; my admiration for his varied genius 
and her umrarying grace was at its height. 
And I was reaUy annoyed at the delay. My 
fair cousin, 'with her usual exact housekeep- 
ing, had prepared everything for her guest, 
and then bequeathed me, as she 'wrote, to 
Janet and baby Marion. It was a pleasant 
arrangement, iov between baby Marian and 
me there existed a specie's of passion, I might 
almost say of betrothal, ever since that little 
three-year old sunbeam had blessed my mo: 
ther's house by Hngering awhile in it, six 
months before. Still I went to bed disap- 
pointed, though the delightful windows of 



the chamber looked out upon the glimmer- 
ing bay, and the s-winging lanterns at the 
yardarms of the frigates shone, like some 
softer constellation beneath the brilliant sky. 
The house was so close upon the water that 
the cool waves seemed to plash deliciously 
against its very basement ; and it was a com- 
fort to think that, if there were no adequate 
human greetings that night, there would be 
plenty in the morning, since Marian would 
inevitably be pulling my eyelids apart before 
sunrise. 

It seemed scarcely da-wn when I was roused 
by a little arm round my neck, and waked to 
think I had one of Raphael's cherubs by my 
side. Fingers of waxen sof teess' were ruth 
lessly at work upon my eyes, and the little 
form that met my touch feltUthe aiid elastic, 
like a kitten's Umbs. There was just light 
enough to see the child, perched on the edge 
of the bed, her soft blue dressing-go'wn trail- 
ing over the white night-dress, while her 
black and long-fringed eyes shone through 
the dimness of morning. She yielded gladly 
to my gi'osp, and I could fondle again the 
silken hair, tlie velvety brunette cheek, the 
plump, childish shoulders. Yet sleep still 
half held me, and when my cheriib appeared 
to hold it a cherubic practice to begin the 
day 'with a demand for lively anecdote, I was 
fain drowsily to suggest that she might first 
tell some stories to her doll. With the 
sunny readiness that was a part of her noture, 
she straightway turned to that young lady, 
— ^plain Susan HaUiday, 'with both cheeks 
patched, and eyes of different colors, — and 
soon discoursed both her and me into re- 
pose. 

When I waked again, it was to find the 
child conversing with the morning star, which 
still shone through the window, scarcely so 
lucent as her eyes, and bidding it to go home 
to its mother, the sun. Another lapse into 
dreams, and then more vivid awakening, 
and she hod my ear at last, and won story 
after story, requiting them 'with legends of 
her own youth, "almost o year ago," — ^how 
she was perilously lost, for instance, in the 
small front yard, with a little playmate. 



